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a six-inch key was lowered from a window above; I
admitted myself into the house and discovered from the
servant that there were no Altounyans in it. Mrs.
Altounyan was working in Jerusalem, their youngest
daughter, who was in Aleppo, was out at school, and it
was thought that Major Altounyan had flown to Cairo.
However, Colonel Stirling who I knew shared the house
with them, wished to see me. I knew of his fame not
only from Seven Pillars, but from other officers I had
met. I took a deep breath and opened the door.

A short, thick-set, powerful-looking man, wearing the
red tabs of a full Colonel and five rows of medals,
stood up as I walked in.

" Hullo, are you Maugham ? Ernest Altounyan isn't
here, but you mustn't mind that. I expect he'll be back
in a day or two. Just make yourself comfortable in the
meantime. Sit down and have a drink and tell me what
you've been up to/'

He mixed me a gin and French, sat down, crossed
his legs and looked at me inquiringly through his
spectacles while I haltingly told my tale.

At first he was reticent. Later he began to talk, and
I listened entranced as he poured out wealth from the
store of his experience. He spoke of Palestine where he
was once a Governor, of London where he once worked
as a shop-walker, of the tribes and Lawrence, whom he
loved. One of his stories has stayed in my mind.

After the war, Lawrence, wearing a shabby army
mackintosh, was walking down Bond Street when a
pompous Major escorting a smart girl stopped him and
said*:

" Don't you usually salute an officer of Field rank ? "
. To which Lawrence replied simply, "No."

"What's your regiment? "